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H E following Po- 
ems cannot more 
ſafely venture a- 
broad, than under 
your Patronage, who 
have Authority ſufficient to pro- 
tect them, and Goodneſs enough 
to undertake to do it. 
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The "Dedication. 


As Your Deſcent is truly No- 
ble, fo Your Education has been 
no ways infcriour to Your High 


Birth. What Foreign Countries 


could teach, You early learnt. 


And tho':You ſeemed. entirely 7 
formed for a Court, yet the Camp 


in its Seaſon received the hardy 


Warriour. Nor did Vou return to 

Your Noble Father, till You had 
long been become an Example of 
the greateſt Courage mix'd with 
the politeſt Behaviour. 


Ho. pleaſing muſt. it bp to 


FOE to ſee You ſhine already 
with thoſe 


Accomphihments, | | bp 
which | 


vVvbich are not — IR 
7 ly but by many Years Applicati- 
on and Experience: and to,.he 
aſſured, that thoſe Honours, which 
muſt one Day, deſcend, to You, 


will be no ways diminiſhed. in 


their Splendour; but will be tranſ- 
mitted Bright and Shining to Po- 
ſterity, as they now remain Di- 
i nc in his own Illuſtrious 
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5 The FILM: : IR, I have now 

Ihe. Honour to addreſs to Lou, 
are the Product of leiſure Hours. 
And as Phy/ick, not Poetry, is 
1 my: Wil ſo . hope You 
TCUIATOUHT | wil 


The Detheation. 
Wl nor chifk Fam anabitiotis of | 3 
Heirig reputed an Author; but 
hat L amm glad to lay hold of af 

Opportunity, hereby I m, 

prove my felf, Sik, with the ut- 
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Dor moſt Obedient, 
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and moſt Devoted 
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ty | MISCELLANEOUS 


GAP O'E M S '&c 


VirscirL's Firſt Eclogue. 


| | The ARGUMENT. 

Virgil, who is concealed in the following Paſtoral under 
the Name of Tityrus, having loſt ſome Grounds, that 
bordered on Cremona, repaired to the Roman Court; 
where, thro the Interceſſion of Mecænas, he had them re- 
ſtored to him by Auguſtus. He is therefore pronounced 
happy by Melibœus, who deplores his own Condition, 
and that of all thoſe who were driven out of their Poſ- 
ſeſſions by the Roman Soldiers. 


2 


|  MELIBOEVUS. 
Eneath diffuſive Branches laid along 
& You ſweetly, Swain, indulge a rural 
1 Song. 
? Weev'ry Hill, and Plain, and beauteous Grove 
Are fore d to quit, and round the World torove. 
| 1 While 


2 Miſcellaneous Plems, &c. z 


While Amaryllis you ſecurely fing, 11 
And make the Woods with her bright eite ring. W 
HH 


1 RDS. 
A God, for I ſhall never deem him leſs, 
A kind indulgent God beſtows this Eaſe. 
To him an Altar by my Hands ſhall riſe, " 
And oft a Lambkin fall in Sdcrifice. 
'T hat thus permits my Flocks to range the Plains, 
And me to play his Praiſe in Sylvan Strains. 
MELIBOEVUS. 
_ Miſtake me not, my Friend ; Thy happier Days 3 
Cauſe not my Envy, but my Wonder raiſe. k 
Since thro' the Country wild Deſtruction's ſpread, 


And Ruin hangs o'er ev'ry Shepherd's Head. 


B 
See a poor Flock I fickly drive: this Ewe a 
* 5 Ou 

ſcarce can drag along: She yean'd but now. 0 0 
| » 


She yean'd but now two Younglins on a Rock, 
Ah! me! the Hope of all my little Flock. 


Myſcellaneous Poems, &c. 3 


I might have well foreſeen this fatal Stroke, 

When the fork'd Thunder ſplit yon aged Oak, 

Had I regarded, as obſerv'd it well: 

The Raven too oft warn'd me of this Ill. 

But yet methinks I long to know what God, 

Or God-like Man on thee has all theſe Sweets 
| beſtow'd. 

| TITYTRUS. 

Alas! 1 ſimply thought Majeſtic Rome 

Like the poor Town where we to Market come. 

hs had to their Sires, and Kids, I knew, aj 
8 | 


"i 
"0 ANY: A to their ſhaggy Parents bear: 
'Thus did I Great with little Things compare. 1 
But Rome's high Turrets mount as far above 


Our Mantnan Cots, as the tall Cypreſs-Grove 
O'er- tops the humble Shrub. 


Miſcellaneous Poems, &c. 


. MELIBOEVS. 
97 hut ſay, from Home 
What Cauſe con'd draw thee thus as far as Nome? 
TITT ROS. ; 
Why Liberty, Heav'n's beſt Gift, ry; ; 


That kindly came at laſt to viſit me. 


That came, my Lad, when many heavy Years 
Had roll'd, and turn'd my Locks to ſilver Hairs. 
After Ted long the Bleſſing ſought in vain, 

The Goddeſs came, and bleſt her Fav'rite Swain. 
Since Amaryllis took me to her Arms, 


No more the once-lov'd Galatea charms. - 


While I lay bound in Galatea's Chain, 


No Hopes hadI of Liberty, or Gain. 


Tho” oft a Lambkin from my Paſtures bled, 
Tho' ThouſandsI with heav'nly Cheeſe-curdsfed; 
Curſe on Ingratitude! yet nought 1 earn d, | 


But as I empty went, ſo Home I ſtill return'd. 


ME- 


þ 


Miſcellaneous Poems, &c. 5 
ME LIBOEUS. 


J wondred why ſad Amaryllis wept ; | 
For whom her Pears, for whom her Plums ee 1 
But now I know the Cauſe of all her Moan, | 


| F Of all her Care, her darling Swain was gone. 
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g Alas each Stream, and Grove, and Flow'ry Plain 
1 Mourn'd: till their 7; ityrus return'd agan- 
1 7TITT ROS. 
| 3 What cou'd I do? elſewhere I cou'd not aud 
n. Life fit ſo eaſy, or che Gods ſo kind. 
Here 1 a Youth beheld with &v'ry * 
AY Adorn'd, te whom our Altars yearly blaze,” 
That ſooth d the rude Diſorders of my Mind, 
2 To Mercy, Peace, and Gentleneſs inclin'd. 
4 And, Lads, ſays he, once more the Cattle feed, 
d; | Plow the waſt Land, and ltrew the ſwelling Seed. 
f i MELIBQEUS, oo ed 
E 1 Thrice happy Thou Malt then no Sorrows know, 
E- But till ſhalt lee thy Harveſts kindly grow. 
Mo _=_ 


6 | Miſcellaneous Poems, &c. 


Tho all around thee dire Contagion's ſpread. 


Nor ſhall the Woodman, nor the youthful Swaing 


| Nor ſhall the Stock-dove, or the Turtle ceaſe 


; Firſt then ſhall. f * their native 


— 
— 
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Thy Grounds to thee a large Encreaſe thall yield, 
Tho' Flints, and Thiſtles cover o'er the Field. 
Nor ſhall th' Infection hurt thy Fleecy Breed, 


Thou by the Banks of thy own Rivers laid 

Shalt oft enjoy the ſpreading Poplar's Shade. 

While Bees, ſweet-buzzing from ſome neighb'ring 
Cloſe, 

Invite your wearied Mind to ſoft Repoſe. 


Be interrupted in their jovial Strains. 


To Bil, and Coo among the n Trees. 
TTT TN vg. 


Flood, 
And wander thro” the Mazes of the Wood ; 
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Miſcellaneous Poems, &c. 7 


Firſt to the Skjgs ſhall trembling Stags repair, 
To walk aloft in Clouds, and feed on Air; 

Firſt ſhall the Romen drink the Britiſb Thames 
Prepoſtroudly, of Britons Roman Streams; 

| 4 Al Nature firſt ſhall change her preſent State, 

4 Than1.ſhall that dear heay nly Form forget. 


eld, 


ME LIBOEVDS. 7 oi cape 
But we muſt march to Africk's burning "mY 


ing 
To Scythzia, Crete, or to ſome diſtant hers 
£ Lan it oo oe net bell WO ond eie 
1 Alas! Will e'er che happy 11ime roll round, 
When ] ſhall view once more my native Ground | 
Survey my bearded Corn, and enter pleas'd 
The little tufted Cot thefe Hands have rais d! | 
Ye Gods! ſhall ſo well-cultiyated Lands 
Fall a deteſted Prey to Savage Hands? 


Shall a Barbarian ſnatch the Corn we've ſown? 


aing 


I 
w 


Thro' civil Broils how wretched are we grown! 
B 4 See 


8 Miſcellaneous Poems, &c. 


See! ſee! for whom we've * d the fruitful 
Field! 


A Stranger reaps the Corn our Harveſts yield! 


Go, Melibens, go, and graft the Pear, 


Or let the tender Vine employ thy Care. 
Farewel ye Flocks! No more ſupinely laid 


Beneath yon verdant Covert, in the Shade, 


Shall I behold you hanging on the Brow 


Of yonder Mountain, While! pipe below. 


No more on Willow you, or Flow'ry Thyme 


Shall brouze ; nor ſhall I more regard my Rhyme. & 


TITYT RUS. 2 


Vet you may ſtay, and reſt your wearied Head 
; With me to- Night upon a Moſſy Bed. | 


I've mellow Apples, and a dainty Hoard 
Of Cheſnuts ripe: I've 2 Cheeſe, and 
Curd: | 


And 


Mycelaneous Poems, 8c. 9 


And ſee the Smoak curls round yon Chimneys' 
Top, | 
And lengthen d Shadows from the We 


drop. 
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Written in the $ pring, 1720, 


Tao RomOxford's Win 
; * The Haunt of Muſes, and the little Loves, 
Health. to the Charmer of my Soul I ſend, 
/ hom long may Heay'n from every Ill defend! 
: : Here kinder Seaſons reign, and urge to Birth 
__ The Infant Flowers to deck their Parent Earth. 
| COIN iscrown'd with new-bornFlow'rs 

1 Beauteous as thoſe adorn'd fair Eden's Bow'rs. 

nd z * | | Where- 
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10 My ſcelantons Poems, &cc. 


1 
# 

1 
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Where-e er around I turn my wand'ring Eyes, ; 
Gods! how a thouſand pleaſing Proſpedts riſe! 
Here verdant Plains view, and checquer'd Meads, 
(Where am'rous Swains lie ſtretch'd on fragrant 
Beds) 

There I, impervious to the ſultry Dis, 
Retirement ſweet! a Filbert Grove ſurvey. 

And there in beauteous Order rang'd ariſe 
Wide-ſpreading Elms, chat ſeem to mate the Skies, 
While Ir Nymph-frequented Streams below 

| (Renown'd in Verſe) in tuneful Warblings flow. 
Ii, that oft has heard my plaintive Song, 

f And crept in {adder Murmurings along. j 4 Earl 


But what avail the ſweetly- purling Streams, 4 0 


Oh!] that they cou'd but quench Love's raging AY 


Flames!) a 
"© : 9 Has 
The ſhady Grottos, and the Sylvan Scenes, 4 1 
1 ug 
i he painted Meadows, or the Moſſy Plains? 8 ** 
5 n 


Alas! o 
1 | 
D, 


Myifeellaneons Poems,” &c. 1 

Alas! from thy below d Embraces torn 

91 grieve, and ev'n amidſt Enjoyments mourn! 

So the great Founder of our Race beheld 
"His Eden with a World of Beauties fir d. 

1 Ie ſaw the Jeſmin Bow'rs, and Groves of Greens, 
A The living Fountains, and ename d Plains, 
| 9 All to Perfection wrought without his Care, 
I And own'd the whole Creation heav'nly fair; 
I But ſtill without his Eve he inly pin'd, 
F Nor cou'd a Paradiſe content his Mind. 
4 Queen of my Heart! (ſa may 'ſt thou ever be!) 
1 Thou Eden, thou art all Delight to me. 


Farly to thee my Morning Vows I ſend, 


1 Io thee my lateſt Evening Wiſhes tend. 
hs j Thou in my Dreams appear'ſt, e er balmy. Reſt 
3 Has ſeal'd theſe Eyes, in all thy Beauties dreſt. 


4 Hugging the lovely Form intranc'd Ilie, 


yes, 
el 
ads, 


rant 


) 


bh And with Exceſs of Rapture ſeem to die. 


7 * 
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12 Mſcellaueous Poems, &c. 


Till (ſad Reverſe of Bliſs!) the cheating Shade 
Flits from my Arms, and all my Heav'n is fled. 
Then lab'ring Cares tumultuous rack my Soul, 


Unſluice my Eyes, and bid a Flood of Sorrows roll! 


Thus may not all my Hopes prove empty 
[i Dreams, 
While [ conſume in unregarded Flames! 
Great is my Love, yet chaſt as falling Snow: 
Such as Saints might reveal, or you may know, 
is You, in whom ev'ry Grace, and Virtue ſhine, 
| Phat guide each Act, andev'ry * Thou ght refine. 
ö You, with whoſe Smiles, and ſoft. Indulgence bleſt, 
I d envy not the Monarch of the Eaſt. 
Laſt Night (for ev ry Night my Dreams return) 
Methought I ſaw thee tear theſe Lines in Scorn. 
The ſcatter'd Fragments wanton'd in the Air, 
Toſs d by the Winds, that ſeem'd to mock my 
Care. 2 


With 


7 


| Miſcellaneous W 


2 Wim Frenzy ſeiz d I wak'd in wild Aﬀright, 


1. And curs'd th” llomen'd Viſion of the Night. 
| f 3 For wilt thou to my Vows propitious prove, 
us Nor haughty Scorn return for tend'reſt Love? 


* 4 8 ay, wilt thou not aſſume thy Sexes Pride, 
And triumph o'er my Wrongs, and all my Pains 

* Aderide* | 

3 Ah! wilt thou ne'er (for Love is full of Fears) 


, Rouze in my Breaſt a Train of jealous Cares? 


9 


N ZLeft you to ſome more happy Mortal's Arms, 


eſt, Charms? 


4 | Venus! 1 Queen of e, and of Love, 
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Imitated To 
PETER GIFFARD, th 


© _— ' oh! Born of ancient Blood! 


My ſweeteſt Grace, and choiceſt Good! 


Whom nobleſt Qualities commend 

The firmeſt Patriot, trueſt Friend! 

For whom, ſtill juſt to fair Deſert, 

Thy ſelf adorn'd with ewry Art, 

The tuneful NINE freſh Wreaths prepare, 
That doſt fo well, reward their Care; 

Some there are, eer the dewy Dawn 

Has ſhed its Moiſtures on the Lawn, 

Will range the Hills, and braky Mounds, 
With chearful Horns, and op'ning Hounds, 
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Miſcellaucous Poems, 
Hg Footſteps of the Hare to. trace, 
Charm d with the Mufick of the Chace. 
| Others with Goblets nobly crown'd, 


Love to promote the Social Round: 
F And ſweetly plac'd in cooling Bow'rs, 


Hf 


In jovial Healths conſume their Hours. 
Others the Love of Glory warms, 
3 And ly on to ſhine in Arms, 


1 To come r ee with Warlike Spoils. 
While ſome, Ambitious to be Great, 
| And {trut in pompous Robes of State, 
A Repair to Court, to forfeit Eaſe, , 
Y And Peace of Mind, to get a Place. 
But nor the Pleaſures of the Chace, 


* 


Nor roſy Cups my Fancy pleaſe: 
Nor am I fond to purchaſe Fame 


At War, or ſeek at Court a Name: 


16 Myſeellaneous Poems, &c. 


The Laureat Grove, and Flow'ry Sweets 


| love, the Muſes ſoft Retreats. 
Where F eather'd Choirs harmonious ſing, 
And hail the blooming new-born Spring. 
HFere if invok d Apollo heard, 

And deign'd t' inſpire his Fav'rite Bard 
With Strains, which thy judicious Ear 
Cou'd with a pleas'd Attention hear ; 
Thus bleſt by Fate I wou'd not quit 
My Harp, and this unenvied Seat, 
For all that's Joyous elſe, or Great. 


8 2 


RN, Cs 5 


3 k N fen ſings 
3 I faint away 3 ; 


My Soul takes Wings, & LD 1 


9 But tell me, Chloe, tell me why 


* 


Mi zerllowe be 2 &c. I 4 


RAG) 4 EL 


jo 
CHLO E's Singing. 


1 


And will not ſtay. 


Thy Songs to me ſo fatal prove, 


As thus to make me Faint and Die; 
Say, are not Joys of Saints above 
Made up of Harmony, and Love? 
With them cou'd I ſecurely dare 
Lend to the melting'ſt Sounds an Ear: 
| C X And, 


is Miscellaneous Poems, &c. 


And, Chloe, ſo 
To Heavnly you 
Cou'd here below 
„ Thy Damon do, 
i |; Were Love no leſs than artful Numbers are 
| 4 L Bright Chloe's Care. 
1 l. 
Heav'ns! when the ſoft melodious Song 
Is warbled o'er thy tuneful Tongue, 
W hat Love my glowing Boſom warms, 
And fires my Soul with thoſe ſweet Charms! 
While you, as Icy Winter, . 
Regardleſs can my Flame behold! 
This, Chloe, this tis makes me Sigh, 
This makes me Languiſh, Faint, and Die! 


. 0. 


ues ut alta, Fc. Ode Ix. B. I. 
* A NA H R A S? D | 
To A 7. Eſq; 
. 
"OW the Woods all Abroad 
. Groan under the Load 
On inſupportable Mountains of made 
3 hile the Murmurtng Streams 
Of the Muſical Thames | 
Are fikenc'd, and can no more flow. 


II. 
ut what's this to me, 
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My Dear Nea, or to thee? 
4 Let us Timber pile high upon Timber: : 
4 C 2 Thus, 


=. * Poems, 8. 


[i Thus, my Boy, we'll expel 


Iyhe Cold that ſhallchill, | 
1 | 1 And a Midſummer make in Dechitber. 
| | | > ue? III 


But tis Wine muſt impart 
Freſh Warmth to our Heart, 
And with Life the numm'd Virals infoire: 
. For, I pray, how can Wood 
. Set flowing chill'd Blood ? 


i No! Blood won't be thaw'd by a Fire. 
I | Therefore, Boy, get us Bowls 


As large as our Souls, TA E 
| While Bus'neſs and Care 

N (That frenzical Pair) 

Are baniſh'd from hence in eternum. 


With a Hogſhead of ſparkling Falernum g 


V. Give 


Miſcellaneous Poems, &C. 
_ 
Give the reſt to Great Fove, ; 
And their Godſhips above, 
I 0 order as they ſhall think 5 
Let them calm the Seas, 
4 And rough Tempeſts appeaſe, 
| : While we are here unconcern'd ſitting. 
E 7 ee 
| g Tis the Part of a Fool 
j To perplex his weak Scull 
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With what may chance happen to-morrow: 
Let our whole Deſign 
Be how fo decline, 
I And cut off Occaſions of Sorrow. 
wo 3 VII. 
Soon enough to be Grave, 


Ds — 4 7A 
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When \ we've ſpent all we have, n a 
Or Old Age puts Mirth out of our Pow'rs: 
C3 1 While 


4 5 Miscellaneous Poems, &e. 
While we've Caſh, and are Young, 
* Love, a Dance, and a Song, 


0 ö I'm ſure lay beſt Claim to our Hours. 
bl | VIIE. 


8 


Who can find in his Heart 
To reſiſt Cupid's Dart, 
When a Whiſper from Chloe's ſo ſweet! 
When we've ſpent the long Day 
Oer a Glaſs, or in Play, 


At Night oh! 'tis Heav'n to meet! 
IX. 


Then be ſure the doy Maid 
By a Laugh is betray'd: 


| =- But Kiſs me not, no! for your Life! 
| For, I vow, if you do, 
Long Hate ſhall enſue, : 
And an endleſs Succeſſion of Strife. 


X. Then 


MMiſcellaneous Poems, &c. 23 
4 5 

Then heedleſs we eu 

At a Ring, or a Watch, 

* Which She by all Means takes amiſs: 

Tho the Girl wou'd not reſt, 

Thought we not her in jeſt, 


For there's none of em all, but will Kiſs. 


CLARINDA 5s birds. 


W EET Songſters of the op'ning Spring, 
7 How prettily you chirp, and ſing! 

* ou my Clarinda's darling Care, 

And fond Amuſement of the Fair. 

For you the tleareſt Spring ſhe gets, 

or lovely you the choiceſt Meats. 


hen M | 
C4 For 


| 24 Miſcellaneous Poems, &c. ' 2 
9 For you each Night and Morn prepares 1 


The greeneſt Turf her Garden bears. 
With you the Sits, and Plays, and Sins 
The moving'ſt Tales, the melting'ſt Things. 
You ſtrokes; and oh! the envied Bliſs! 
On the ſoft Down oft breaths a Kiſs. 
Tell her, ye little Pratlers, tell, 
Did She love me but half as well; 
But half that Care for me expreſs, 
I ſhou'd run mad with Happineſs. 


0 


Written under . 
C HL O E's Picture. 


UA the dear Chlioe is: the blooming Fair 


< 


Boaſts to the Life the Beauties painted there. 


/ 


1 
80 


» | Miſcellaneous Poems, 8&c. 25 
l 50 does the Coral redden in her Cheek : 


So does the IV ry ſmooth her ſnowy Neck. 


— 180 with ſweet Smiles ſhe ev'ry Charm i improves; 
k But oh! the worſt of Torments! ſo ſhe loves! 


L In - Praiſe of 
2 [ANA and APOLLO, 


175 
. 
11 

* er 


Tranſlated from Horace, O. xxl. B. 1. 


E Virgins! ſing Dianas Praiſe, 
Ye Youths! to Cynthins tune your Lays. 


9 


, et fair La whence they ſprung 


that the cool Shade, and Chryſtal Spring, 
80 That 


| 26 Maſcellancous Poems, &c. 
| at Alg:dum, and Cragur loves, 
it And ſounding Erymanthus' Groves. 


Sweet Tempe, Youths, with equal Praiſe, 


And Cynthius Native Delos raiſe. 
1 Sing him with Lyre harmonious grac'd, 


Or in his golden Quiver dreſt. 


Pleas'd with your grateful Songs, and Pray'rs, 
He'll drive all Famine, Plagues, and Wars 
From us, and Cz/ar, Good and Great, 
And ever guard the Roman State. 


8 1 
HRICE happy Glove! = 
That doſt contain that beauteous Hand: 


ithin Thee do thoſe Fingers move, 
5, = That might a Monarch's Love command. 
ö 

| 1 | Chloe's Charms amazing are; 

All gentle Love in all inſpire; 

Her Face, her Waſte, her graceful Hair, 

4 And ſnowy Neck raiſe warm Deſire. 

; | L III. | 

But when her Lilly Hand you touch, 

J And all that Velvet Softneſs preſs; . 
= Gods! 
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Gods! the ſurpriſing Pleaſure's ſuch, 
You die away diſſolv d in Bliſs! 
—— ” 
Soft's Chloe's Hand, but hard's her Heart, 
As Flints that on the Mountains grow 
Wou'd I had the prevailing Art 
To make it ſofter Paſſions know! 
=— 
Then, ſweetly plac'd beneath my Vine, 
In her bright Praiſe my Harp I'd move ; 
And, full of that dear Form, reſign 
| All other Joys for Chloe's Love. | 


* 
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5 To his H A R 2. | 
Tranſlated from Horace. Ode xx11. Book 1. 


Armonious Lyre! If ought I've plaid 
On Thee, beneath a Laurel Shade, 
That will to future Times remain, 

; þ Begin with me a Roman Strain. 

; 4 hee firſt the Lesbian Poet ſtrung, 

4 That Bacchus ſtill, and Venus ſung: 

| (Whether his Creſt the Warriour wore, 
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This And Cupid, God of am'rous Fire, | 
And Lycus, and the Muſes Quire : 

i Lycus, the Lovelieſt ſure of Boys, 

His Hair fo Black, fo Black his Eyes! 


Grace of Apollo, Joy of Jove, 
Grateful to all the Gods above, 
When heavy Cares my Vouth oppreſs, 
Dear Charmer, ever give me Eaſe 


e Cote 25 RB 
AN 
EPITHALAMIUM. 
| | J. 4 
H T. Venus, haſt! Thy Cyprian Groves 


Forſake a. while, and ſcented Bow'rs; a 
She And 


M; * Poems, &c. 31 
I Ind here with all the little Loves 

/ Lead on the joyous white-wing'd Hours! 

| Then ſay, if thou haſt ever ſeen, 

In all thy fair inchanting Train, 

2 + Superiour Charms to thoſe ariſe 

With which the blooming Airas crown'd, 


| c whom 'twas early giv'n to wound 

3 With ſnowy Neck, and brilliant Eyes! 

WI en firſt, by cheſt Lncina's Aid, 

The lovely Babe breath'd Vital Air; 

be Goddeſs ev'ry Line ſutyey'd, 

And thus beſpoke the infant Fair: 

h allotted Years ſhall ſoon be paſt, 

[hen with thy Mother's Beauties grac'd, 

3 For thee a thouſand Youths ſhall . FH 

4 ut One alone of all the Race 

roves 89 T7 

vers; 4 To 1 Shall 
a : 
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Shall win thee with his ſoft Addreſs, 

© In whom all graceful Arts ſhall ſhine. 

III. * BE 

Thus She. And, "midſt th attending Train, oy 

See! where the matchleſs Couple tread! 4 

| See! how the Worthieſt ſure of Men | ® 

To th' Altar leads the faireſt Maid) 

O Flow'r of Juſtice, Faith, and Truth, | 

Kind Heav'n cou'd not have crown'd thy Youth 1 

With Store of more endearing Charms; 3 

Nor could'ſt thou from the Gods receive 4 

A Bleſſing greater, than they give, | 43 

Sweet Jyren, to thy Virgin Arms! =_— 

W : 

. cer the comely Down 

Had ſprung to ſhade thy ſmoother Face, 

In thee diſtinguiſh'd Judgment ſhone, 

Solidity, and Manly Grace. 


- 


- 
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Companion of my younger Vears 
(Now Friend, and Saft 'ner of my Cares) 

. Thy honeſt Soul has ſtill diſdain d 

Vue Flatt ry, and fictitious Praiſe ; 

| Kor wilt thou by ignoble Ways 

7 Permit thy Hondur to be ain'd, 

js 3. 19 V. 

Apollo! guard thy Fawrite Son! 

7 Lacing! fill protect thy Maid! 

And when the deſtin'd Months are run, 

And ſhe invokes thy ſacred Aid; 

| 2 | hort be her Pangs, and let a Birth 

Bright as the Parent bleſs the Earth! 

But if a Son the Fates ordain; 


May we in him the Father view, 


un, 
1 


ace, I 5 ay he his Father's Steps purſue, 


And deck'd with Arts grow up to Man 


8 VI. Thus 
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VI. 
Thus may their Moments glide away 
In a Succeſſion of Delights! 


To Pleaſures may they wake each Day, 4 
| And Golden Dreams crown all their m_ * 
| | > While I their Bard, bleſt too by F ate, 1 
1 ba Indulge my Muſe, nor grudge the Great 

| N Their Noiſe, their Pomp, and Luxury: 
Thinking it full enough, that Heav'n, 
If not Abundance, yet has giv'n 


What may content my Friends, and Me. 
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PARAPHRAS'D. 


2 0 


* 
ND equal to the Woe 


4 What Tears can flow? 2 
ſelpomene, ſad doleful Queen, 
Begin, Melpomene, begin, 

And weeping Strains inſpire! 


/ Melpomenc, whom Jove has bleſt 
With melting Voice above the reſt, 
And ſoft complaining Lyre. 


D 2 , = 


Miſoellansous Poems, Bc. 
II. 
Is Anna then for ever gone, and muſt: 


She lie for ever in the ſilent Urn? 
Will nought invite her Soul's Return 


Once more t' inform the Sacred Duſt? Wd 5 
Anna the Good, the Kind, the uſt: Nu 
Anna the Kind, the Good, the fat, pat 

Muſt lie for ever in the ſilent Urn, 1 d li 


And o'er the ſenſeleſs Sacred Duſt | 
Muſt we for ever Weep, for ever Mourn In, 
Oh b kiling Thought! where ſhall we find 7 

Such! Majeſty with fo much Virtue join d? | * 

To Merc {till was She, and Gentlenefs inclin\® 1 1 
Much wept by 3 4 

Did Heavnly Anna fall! 


But oh! My Lord] You Oer the Sacred len 
/ yg 


Pour Floods o' Tears. 


L 
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d pray, and pray: but pray in vain . 


o have your Anna back again, 


8 


Jot lent you for a longer T erm of Vears. 
| IV. 


þ * you the * Thracian Bard excel 


Numbers on the tuneful Shell, 

3 at forc'd the dancing, Woods along 

4 [ d liſten to his wondrous Song: TER 

| n Wain wou d all your Airs be plaid ; 4+} 

Moum in you'd call th' unbodied — Ga 

we tind om dark Ely an Vales, to come 
war þ 

. incl i 1 | rigid Fate relentleſs hears 

9 be moving ſt Sounds, the ſofteſt Pray rs. 


Ar ind never, never Anna more 


f A ind once more own the former Home. 


L % 


» [ou 'd to her weeping le reſtore. 
Alea Wc d Deſtiny! but {till the fierceſt Grief 
f | anly Patience will find ſome Relief. 
ao * Orphans. D 3 | A 


* 


38 M. Aue ai: 0 "SE 


B ELINDA! when I view that Face, FP; 
W here ſuch inchanting Sweetneſs rei ? y 


I'm ſure of Ruin, yet I gaze, 9 G 


And feed the Poiſon in my Veins. oN 
Thus o'er the foft attractive Fire 1 


Hovers the Moth with quiv'ring Wings; 1 


Thus dies, unable to retire, 
And ſhun the Fate ſuch Raſhneſs brings. 
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ERE, gentle Chloe, let me reſt, 
* For ever on thy ſnowy Breaſt! 
„ YN ters unburthen all my Gares, 
$ reign 1 nd for a-while forget my Fears! 
1 F bile thus on Chloe's Brealt I lie, 


2 ſo Monarch's half ſo bleſt as I, 


| Bur mort s the Joy that Chloe gives, 


ings; 1 8 he bids me riſe, and Damon grieves !| 
F oor Damon grieves, and waſts his Years 
1085- in Groans, and moſt unmanly Tears! 


Fa Till the kind Fates once more ordain 
Fair Chloe's Smiles to eaſe his Pain. 


D.4 Tm 
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FOHN FORTESCUE, El | 


„ From Horace O. xxvl. B. 1. = 


Written in the Year 1719. 


| * 

E the Muſe but ne no Cares al! 

moleſt OL | 1 

The Peace of my Breaſt. 

All Sorrows III throw to the Winds on the Main, 

Nor ſhall Affairs of State diſturb my Brain, 
What is t to me who rules in Hain? 
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Miſcollanedies Poems, &c. 41 
Shall J pray, diſcontented ſit 

At what makes Alberoni fret, 

; , 0 hile powrful Foes conſpire his Prince's Fall 4 
10 Vain Cobwebs all! 

* ought to be below a Poet's Care: 

9 $ Pray what has he to do with War? 

8 Mu/e! Queen of fair Fountains, 

A F And odorous Mountains, 

3 W here Flow'rs are ſtill ſpringing, 


And Birds ſweetly ſinging; | 


b Bring hither, Nymph, bring A þþ \ 
® de gay Pride of the Spring, | 

Ahe Violet and Lilly, the Pink and the Roſe, 

Vieh ev ' ry choice-ſcented Narciſſus that We 


al > 
Tc adorn with a Wreath the lov d Forte ſcuc's 
1 1 
Brovs. | 


III. Small 


42 Miſcellaneous Poems, &C. 
Ill, | 

Small are the Honours I can give ; 

But thou can'ſt make Him ever live, 
Harmonious with thy Golden Lyre : 

Thy Siſters then aſſemble, Queen, 

And join in ſome immortal Strain, | 
Which Worth, like His, is wont t' inſpire. 
Oh! join, and ſing the Godlike Vouth 

Firm to his Principle, and fix d in Truth, 


A more deſerving Name 
Thou can ſt not conſecrate to Fame, 
A Name, which thro'ſo many Ages Flight, 


Has fill 3 ſtood with Marks of faire! 
| 1 1 


Miſcellaneous P oems, "i 43 . 


/ 
. ORPHEVUS and EURYDICE. 
= O RP HE V, for lovely Conſort loſt, 

ight, Diſconſolate, =2 
* faireſ! | ' 
White, And forlorn fate 
| On Hell's unwelcome hideous Coaſt. 

4 And nought he ſpies . 


But flowing Tears; 
And nought but Cries, 
And Groans he hears. 
And 


And doleful Pains, 
And ratling Chains, 
Wounds, and * 

At ev'ry Breath, 

Women's We 

Children's KS 
Exciting horrid F cars. 
But lo! the Bard begins his Song, 

And ſtrikes the ſounding WR! 

See! how pale Spectres ſcud along 
To liſten to kis Lyre! 


No more he ſpies 


Deſpairing Tears: 
Loud Groans and Cries 
No more he hears. 
No killing Pains, 
No ratling Chains, 
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4 . 
FP: 


Miſcellaneous Poems, &c. 45 
| No Blood, and/Death, | 
3 At ev'ry Breath, 
4 1 No Women's Shrieks. 
Nor Children's Squeaks 
2 Fill now his wounded Ears. 
See! dancing Furies find alternate Eaſe, 
» And all EHſium's huſh'd in balmy Peace. 
5 9 o rav nous Vulture Tita Intrails feel: 

No Stone, O Sz{yphus, renews thy Toil; 
No tempting Fruit does Tantalus beguile, 
And Muſick ſtops Ixion's Wheel. 

0 4 I. 
P 1 the od rous Zephyr's Gales, 


That wanton o'er &ly/ign Vales, 
z And kiſs the ſmiling Flow'rs; 
; . the curling Amber Stream, 
And Banks, where Godlike Poets dream 
Away the Golden Hours; 


46 
By the ever-blooming Groye, 


Miſcellaneous Poems, &c. 


Where Venerable Heroes rove, 
By ev'ry Daffodil, and Roſe, 
That to perfume thy Boſom grows; 
By thy own bright reſiſtleſs Charms, 
' Oh! Beauteous Queen! 
Oh! Proſerpine / | 
Reſtore my Conſort to my longing Arms! 
IP "= : 
Thus ſung the Poet to his Lyre, 
And lo! the Strains victorious prove: 


Stern Proſerpine cou'd not deny her, 


But gave him back his beauteous Love. 


His Love, ah! loſt a ſecond Time! 


A ſecond Time mixt with the youthful Shades 


She wanders in the yellow Meads. 
How the ſad Poet weeps his Crime! 


Maſcellaneous Poems, &c. 47 «5 


Eunice he calls with Floods o Tears: 

I 3 3 He calls: but no Eurydice appears. 

a 2 my Dear! my Love! my Life! 
zome to my Arms! he ſpoke, but not the Wife. 
| What cou'd the wretched Husband do? 

\ hat Art remain'd t' elude the ſullen Woe? 
See! how he roves e AD 

'Mongft Hemus Groves. 

Diſtracted, loſt, 

With Furies toſt, 

And Love croſt, 

In Snow and Froſt, 

N To Rocks, and Stones 

{ He makes his Moans, 

And fills all the Mount with his echoing Groans. 
7 But hark! what Yelps, and Cries ! 

Ah! ſee!. how he flies! how he flies! 


des 


The 
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The Bacchazals hear him 
Mangled he lies, he lies, 

Ah! now he dies! 
Let ev'n in Deatn 7944 
The Poet ſung: | N 
Eurydice imperfect hung Y 
Still flutt'ring on his Tongue, % 


Expiring with his * Breath. 
And hollow Mountains, 1 
And falling Fountains, 
And lowly Vales around 
Eurydice, Eurydice, Eurydice rebound, 


( 
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Ho RAC F to M AX C E NAS 
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Oe uh. 5. 2. 


. 4 
Arewel! vile Earth, and dul Mortality! 
F arewel fantaſtick Pageantry! 
For what have [ to do below? 8525 
Mecenas! Jett me go! 
Mecenas! born of Royal Blood, 
3 My Grace, Support, and ſweeteſt Good! 


Comply, my Lord, at length comply! 
Tis well: now will I ſoar, 
4 wage never Poet yet has gone before, 
A Round the whole Circuit of the liquid Sky. 


2 - 
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n 


In vain ſhall ſnarling Envy now | 


(Envy, a Monſter only known below) 
Make her Efforts to wound my Name: 
I have too well ſecur'd my Fame. 
Plac d in a Globe of purple Light 
Il laugh at all her harmleſs Spight. 
In vain pale Death ſhall wait 
Her Conqueſts over me to boaſt 
Transform'd into a meagre Ghoſt: 
I will not fall a Sacrifice to Fate. : 
Horace, tho' mean my Family, 
My Lord, your Horace will not die 
The greedy Grave, 
And more devouring Worms of me ſhall nothin 
No! tho the World's conſum *d,untouch'd I'll liv 
And univerſal Nature gloriouſly ſurvive! 


char E. 4 


19 


3 
Phe dic 


Miſcellancuus Poems, &. 61 
| III. 417 ; 
Ev'n while I boaſt the Honours of my Art; 
Metamorphoſe ſeizes ev'ry Part. rincloſe, 


Kok Plumes my Waſte, and Arms, and Thighs 


V hile o er my Legs a rugged Surface grows. 
Farmonious Muſick fills my flowing Tonne 
nd ſnowy Wings are from my Shoulders ſprung, 
Jo more s remaining of the former Man; 


1 
. he Nals Horace i is a tuneful Swan. 


4 Faneful as Cer by Tibur's flow'ry Side; 
| N : rain'd her melodious Throat, and ſinging died. 
4 I 
Mo, quick as Thought, I'll cut the yielding Air, 
hare * And round the World triumphant fly, 
zothin | 0 The Horate of the Sky. 
Tul 1 e tete Nations of the perfum d Eaſt 
SGS sal raviſt᷑ d hear 
3 | Th' harmonious Accents of my Song: 


A 


— Oe 
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Of the vaſt Globe yet undiſcover'd le, 


—é— — — 
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For me no ſtately Pyramid, or Hearſe, 


Accents that havetticen long 
Th' Aſtoniſment of their Talian Weſt. 

Il view the Northern Hemiſphere, 
And there aloud proclaim 
My Poetry and Fame: 

Boſpb'rus ſhall liſten to my Lyte. | 
The roaring Boſphras ſhall each Note reſound, 
And tell it to the neighb'ring Floods around. 

If there does any Part 


\ 


TIl thither fly, f 
And Eternize my Name and Art. 
So thro the World ſhall I be known; 
And make ſucceeding Ages all my own. | 
} 11 V 
Prepare, my Lord, prepare, 


* W] 
Regard! 
Tell h 


> 
. 1 
I. 4 
9 Fs, 


Cut off unneceſſary Care: 


2 Poems, CC. 53 


> or waſt your {elf in vain, tho pious, Tears. 
Let me no Pomp of Sorrow have, 

o needleſs Honours of a Sepulchre, 

ho thus do bravely triumph o er the Grave! 
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0, Muſe, to Celia ſtrait repair, 
| And plaintive tell the cruel Fair, 
That while ſhe triumphs in her Eyes, 
4 Regardleſs of ber Slave, he dies, 
4 Tell her I ply the chearful Bowl, 
? o ſooth the Labours of my Soul. | 
4 = Tell 


54 Miſcellaneous Poems, 8c: 
Tell her I touch the ſprightly Lyre, 
And ſing, to make my Cares expire: 
But neither with rich Juices'wet 
Can I fair Celias Form forget: 

(Dull and inſipid is the Round, 
Be not the Glaſs to Celia crown'd ) 
Nor can my Numbers pleaſe me long, 


Unleſs her Beauties'grace the Song. 


Celia! regard thy Suppliant's Pray'r, 
And be as kind as thoy art fair! 
Oh! lend compaſſionate thy Aid, 


And cure the Wounds thoſe Eyes haye made. 


| | | Would Celia kind and gentle prove, 
| Ye Gods! it wou'd be Heay'n to Love. 
| {| Then ſweetly thou'd I touch the Lyre, 
0 And ſing the Song ſuch Charms inſpire. 


Celia ſliou'd in my Numbers reign ; 


Celia ſhau'd govern ev'ry Strain. 


Miſcellaneous Poems, &c. 55 
Celia, adorn'd with evry Grace, 
The Pride and Glory of her Race. 

O Nymph! rich in thy native Bloom, 
Would'ſt thou a pleaſing Smile aſſume, 
When I approach thoſe Lips to kiſs, 
Nor ſeem to grudge the heav'nly Bliſs: 
Nor Chloe, nor a brighter Form 
Wou'd like the kinder Celia charm: p 
But th' Height of my Deſires ſhou'd be, 
Celia to live and die with thee ! 


Celia 
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O NCE briskly I engag'd the Fair, 
And like a metled Soldier fought: 


But now worn out with am'rous War, | q 


Far fled's from me each warmer Thought. 


Lon Wall muſt now receive the Lyre, 


On which ſo oft I've ſportive plaid _ 


Soft Airs, induſtrious to inſpire 
With glowing Love the tender Maid. If eer 


Penis! 


| Miſcellaneous Poems, &cc. 
Venus ! indulge me my laſt Pray'r! 


Show'r down Revenge on Chloe's Head! 
Grant, envying ev'ry kinder Fair, 


2 She Kill may Live, and Die a Maid! 


57 


5 e 
, F thou, 'Nymph, ſhone in Ovid's Days, 
| Corinna ne er had grac'd his Song: 


J Thoſe Beauties, which our Wonder raiſe, 
Had dwelt for ever on his Tongue. 
"3 2 
If e er I beg the Muſe to guide 
My Fingers o'er each trembling String 


nus! | His | It 
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58 Miſcellaneous Peel, &c. 
It ſhall be when to one ſupply d 


With ev ry Charm, like you, I ing. | 
* þ 
Tho' weak my Genius, mean my Skill; 


Yet cou'd you pleas'd my Voice, or Lyre 
Attend, I wou'd nat wiſh to feel. 


The Roman Bard's Diviner Fire, 
| © i 
Reſting beneath the heav'nly Bliſs 
No more I'd ſweat to gain a Name : 
But thank the Pow'r, that gave to pleaſe 
One dearer much to me, than Fame. 
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Occaſioned by the late Nup Tias 


p 
1 7 


BETWERN 
Lu. ANNE WOLLASCOTT, 
b | AND 


RALPH WIDRINGTON, Eſq; 
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Decet hæc dare Dona. Ovid. 


HYMN to ENU br. 


* V9! Bright Goddeſs! leave a-whale 
Ib Idahan Walks, or CypreauIfle; 
Or if fair Paphos thee detains | 
Rev'ling in Myrtle-ſhaded Bow'rs : 
Or Cuidos gay with painted Scenes, 
And ſweet Variety of Flow'rs: _ 
Oh! haſt from Cxidor, or the Paphian Groves, 


With all the little laughing Loves, - - 


Thou never knew ſt, nor wilt thou ever know. 
Tranſporting Pleaſure 
Without Meaſure 
Thy ev ry bliſsful Minute claims: 
In am'rous Play 
Thou ſpend'ſt the Day; 
The Night in gentle Dreams, 


Pd 
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And let a long immortal Train | [mr 

Of Graces fair attend their Queen: : Thou 

And while we own your mighty Pow'rs; 

Lead on the jolly joyous Hours! 

= | 

Venus! O charming Deity 

Venus ! we bow our Heads to thee: 

That doſt undoubted Sway maintain 

Ofer Gods and Men. | 

Fierce Sorrow, and Heart-breaking Woe 


1 
Immortal 


Ven 
To 
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Immortal Joys {till on thee wait, 
Thou faireſt Daughter of Eternal Fate! 
Hail! Venus! Hail! that _ none, 
Equally reigning with thy Son. * 1 
Thro' the whole World thy wide Dominion's 
Great Miſtreſs of the Genial Bed! 
Ev'n Cretan Fove riſes to thee, 
+ © Mightier far than he! 
When thou amidſt thy ſmiling Loves 
o' high Olympus driv'ſt thy Snowy Doves ; 
= One Glance ſhor from thy ſparkling Eye 
k i The Sire of Gods and Men diſarms: L 
4 Jove lays th* uplifted Thunder by, 
And longs to fold thee in his circling Arms, 
Thou Source of unreſiſted Charms! 
5 Venus! that happy mak ſt our Days, 
mortal To thee we conſecrate our Lays; 122 


OW: 
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* 


* 


| As far, Great Goddeſs, as with Form Divine, 


\ 


That did'ſt ſo lately guide the Dart, 
Which -piere'd the am rous $}re#hon's Heart, 


While with a Crowd of Nymphs around Ven 
| The lov's Paſtors he furvey'd; « Giv 
Paſtors that inchanting Maid, 

With ev'ry Grace, and Beauty crown d, * Wil 

| That makes the Virgin far furpaſs « 
The Faireſt of fo fair a Race. 


And Bloom immortal thou doſt mortal Dames out 
v. 3 
Say, Venus, Queen of Love and Joy, 

(For oft the fond, fond Youth you ſaw 
Feeding on fair Paſtore's Eyes) 
Say if e er Mortal burnt with brighter Fires, 
Than in young Strephon thou haſt ſeen ariſe, 
Or felt ſuch warm Deſires! 
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Each Art he tries to win the Beauteous Maid, 

art, At laſt to thee he pray d; 
Venus bright-ſhining with a Heav n of Charms, 
« Give, Venus, give Paſtora to my Arms! 

5 Tell me what more than mortal Art 
Will make me reign unrivall'd in her Heart. 

Tell me ; for ſurely Venus knows 
4 What moſt affects the matchleſs Fair: 
Whether repeated Pray'rs and Vows, 


le, 

es out * A skilful Dance, or graceful Air: 

mine. Tell me; ſo may thy hallow'd Altars burn 
With brighteſt Incenſe, as thy Feaſts return! 

And ev'ry Tongue in Heay'n and Earth confeſs 
Thee the ſole Giver of ſubſtantial Bliſs! 4 7 7 

WE" VI. 
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ſe, He pray d; nor pray d the Youth in vain: 


Paſtora feels a pleaſing Pain 
Whenever Strephon's by : 


F Stre- 
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: 
Strephor is He of all the Race, 


That ſtands adorn'd with ev'ry Grace 
| In bright Poſtors's Eye. 
The glowing Youth ſoon faw the fair One's Flame, 
And thanks the Pow'r from whoſe kind Hand it 
And, Venus, hail! ſays he: OO”. 
_ © Tis thou that fair Paſtora's Charms 
£ Giv'it gracious to my e Arms, 
Thou ſweeteſt Deity ! | 
© Now will I to the Altar lead 
The bluſhing Maid, 
And Hand in Hand 
* Welll tie the Nuptial Band. 
£ ul Do thou, O Venus, wait us there, 
Author of all that's Good and Fair! 
=. | 


He ſpoke; and, Venus, ſee! the blooming Maid, 


And the brisk Bridegroom to the Altar lead, 


Hand 


* 


Each 


And 


Witt 


V. 
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Hand in Hand 
To tie the Nuprial Band. 
Bid Muſick's chearful Voice awake, 

b Each Inſtrument in Sounds harmonious ſpeak. 
y | Let the deep Curtail, and ſoft Flute, 

Th' enliv ning Haut-boy, and the Lute, 

Together with the trembling Lyre, 

Let all conſpire 


Paſtora's Tranſports to compleat, j 
And welcome Srrephon to his happy State. f 
Bring, Virgins, fragrant Roſes bring, | 
With all the Flow'ry Beauty of the Spring. [ 
The Pink, the Roſe, and Violet ſpread L 
Where Strephon and Paſtora tread: 4 
Who does to ev'ry Eye diſcloſe” 9 
More Beauties than the faireſt Roſe. 3 
l, ä i 
_ Virgins! to Her your Voices raiſe! ' ö 
d . Ve Youths! to Him ſing Songs of Praiſe! } 
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68 Miſcellancous Poems, &c. 
Who ſtill in Honour's Paths has trod, Whi 
True to his King, his Country, and his God. 


'The unexampled Virtues of his Race — 
; Deſcend to him, and all his Actions grace. Witt 
Tho' Brave, not Arrogant : not Light, tho' Gay: 
Tho' Gen'rous, not Profuſe : but Good without Nor 
„ 
=. 
When Srrephon firſt breath'd Vital Air, Ang 
Him the Great Father did declare I 
Heav'ns ſpecial Care. Ml 
When thro' the Skies auſpicious Lightning ran, 
And univerſal Nature a new Face put on. 
Flowers in all their Pomp appear, | And 
To richly cloath the jolly Year. 
; In beauteous Robes of choiceſt Green 
Is ev'ry Virgin Grotto ſeen: 8 


5 Wh. 
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While all the ſweet Muſicians of the Sky, 
In warbling Notes, 
Strain their harmonious Throats, 
With wondrous Emulation to ſalute the New f 
=. - | 
Nor from leſs tam'd Beginings did thy Eyes, 
' Paſtbra, to ſuch Luſtre riſe. 
The Graces round thy Cradle crowd, 
And joyous tell thy Deſtiny aloud. 
I“ have all that makes our Moments ſweet 
They ſing will be the Fair Paſtora's Fate. 
| They ſing, and gently form, 
'The tender Members of the C 
And wrapit up in Nature's ev'ry Charm : 
They ſung; the Infant mil d. 
XI. 
Say, Venus, Sea-born Goddeſs, ſay, 
Saw'ſt thou ever ſuch a Pair! 


F 3 WY A 
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A Nymph ſo gay, 
A Nymph ſo fair, 
Ora Youth with ſuch an Air! 
Thrice happy Loves! 
Godlike He, 
Celeſtial She, 
And Beauteous as thy Silver Doves. 
0 XI. 
Venus, that doſt to Pleaſures lead, 
Bleſs, Venus, bleſs their Nuptial Bed; 
And on the youthful Couple pour 
The num'rous Joys thou haſt in Store. 
Oh let a little prattling Race 
Crown with Delight the Parents' Days! 
And be it thy peculiar Care 


Like Him the Boys, the Gzrls to form like Her 


| XIII. 
But oh! (for, Venus, ſtill we pray to Thee) 


Let no corroding Jealouſy, 


No 


In Fa 


— 
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No jarring Diſcord intervene 
To ſpoil the heav'nly Scene. 
May ev'ry Pleaſure Man can know  _. 
To Strephon and Paſtora flow 
In one uninterrupted Stream, 
| While He is bleſt in Her, and She in Him! 
Inviolable Love and Peace 
Be all the Bus neſs of their Halcyon Days! 
So will Paſtor's, and her Strephon's Name 
In Faireſt White be mark di in all the Rolls of Farg 
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. correptus Vates canit 
Anne Reginæ Apotheoſim. 


o D E 


O me, Muſa, rapis Tui 
© Plenum? Pracipitemin Fila quis impulit 
LVatem Pierius Calor, 
Pulſans inſolito Pectus auhelitu? 


Non ſolum Cycnus humida 


Tranavit Latius nubila prepete 
Pennd olim, atque perennibus 
Inſcribenda Notis Carmina Iuſerat ; 


Immor- 
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Immortalia me quoque 


Imbellis Citharæ Muſa potens dedit 

Late concinere, et fugd 
Immen ſum volucri ſurgere in arduum. 

Et plumas pedibus ligans 
1e digitiſque, atque humeris leves. 


In me tota ruens Dea 


Pindum deſeruit. Famque ego deſidum 
Ala precipiti vagas | 
Turmas linquo Virim: atque impete vividus 
Feſtind ilicet aurea | 
Calco nobilium Culmina Turrium, et 
Propugnacula Principum. ED 


Jam feſtd volucris nube ſupervolo 


Regum Tetta minantium, . 
Arceſque, et populos, et Procerum Pyras. 
{am Curſu ſpatia ætheris 


- Proſtinao liquidi lunga bre viſſimo, 


Et 
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Et ſpumantia deſuper 
Vaſt: 
Ponto Regna natantia. 


Majeftate potens ut vitreis Caput 


proſpicio marmora Nerei, er 


Undis erigit Albion, 


Legeſgue et tumido jura dat aquori ! 


V. fruſtra Oceani mine 
Conſpiraut rabido ſubruere impetu 
Fixam Sedibus In ſulam at, 


\ 


Dum canto, Dominæ Terra Britanniæ 
 Asſceſſit, minor àaſpici. 
Jam jamque ex oculis fugerat invida. 


Jam Currus equito ſuper 


Alatos Zephyrorum, et vage: Fulmina. 


Ot Cælum mihi devio 
Mirari placet! 6 nubium amabiles 
Planſus pretereuntinm ! 


O Sphere modules, atque gyrabilis 


Argutam 


Argutam harmoniam en eee 
O Seaes rutilas, atque volubiles 
Lucis purpuree Globes ! 


O Lune Choreas ! 6 radiantium 
Aurata atria Syderum! 

At qui nunc fidium, qui Vets modi, 
Qui blande moduli Lyre, 

- Celi, cum querulo murmure barbiti, 

Percurrunt Capitolia, 

Fulgenteſque domos ætheris? dad 5 4 
An, deludit amabilis 

Va atem inſania? To! audio, et Eueis 
Ludentes video arcibus 

Stellati Angelicos imperi Ghoros, 
Aſtræamęue ſonantia 

Tan gentem digitis pleuius aurei 
Plectri fila nitentibus, 

Tgniſque ethere: Carmina barbits 

Aptantem 
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Aptantem ætherei modis. 

Sed quo nunc rapior? pracipitem fugam 
Paulum comprime, Gloriam et 

Contemplare te, Muſa, Britanniæ. 
Tota ut cernitur aured | 


Splendens Luce ! Lyram Juan bene wore” 


 Aurtam 1 Corde Cupidinis 


| Divini celeres ſpirat ut halitus ! 
Quam dulcis nitidd inſidet 
Majeſtas facie! 6 Iucida Sydera 
Fulgentes oculi ! aſpici 
O Vultus nimium | ſplendidus! d decus 
Pubertatis amabilis 5 
Aternum ] ut radijs alma micantibus 
Cingit Tempora Gloria ! 
Aſtrææ nitor oh! ut mi animam w ſacris 
Torret guibus: ah ! Polo : 


Cur me, Magna Parens, proſpicts exulem: 
| 7 ofq ” 6, 


LH 
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Voſque, 6 Virginei Chori ! 
12 Ab! cur me miſerum cernitis Exulem! 
Hic, hic vincula Corporis 
Rumpam, invi ſaque mortalia me exuam. 
Hic chordas ſociæ novas 
at Aßptabo Citharæ. Quam bene tinnula 
J Veſtris Cætibus inſitus 
EL. angam Fila manu! Threicia Hraà 
Blando blandius Orpheo 
Ludam, atque A.oll) Carminis Folis 
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Vincam Carmine Principem. 
Dottas ipſe mihi cedet Horatius 
Mu ſas qui Latio intilit. 
Credam Celicole? an nunc Phacids ſopor 
Tandem fallit imagine? 
Credam, amque mei nil ſupereſt. Ego 
Miram! ſurripior mihi, 


Et lethi laqueis expedior. Nihil 


= 
— Oe WEEDS OO. fr Gs i ot oo — = 
- 5 % K LE» 5 
- —_ - — * — * 4 "© ＋ * — * = i > nd 4 I * 22 4 = 
8 * PA 6 4 Dr * | , — 


1 324 » <A 4 
2 1 2 N — 2 
* - 
— ITS 7 


78 Miſcellaneous Poems, &c. 
Nunc mortale loguor. Nihil 
Humanum ſono. Quam dulce (canentibus 


Dum præbes Sacra Numina, et 


Fecundos latices Caſtaliæ tui 
Pandis, Pieri, Vatibus) 


Aſtræam eft tremulo ditere barbito! 


\ 


DIALO GU U 
In Imitation of 
FE C£ 
P O ET. 
W HILE 1 was grateful to thy Arms, 
And revell'd, hoe, in thoſe Charms; 


When Tho, propitious of my Pray'r, 


Wert ſtudious Kill to lull my Care: 
When I cou'd on thy ſnowy Breaſt 
(That Seat of Bliſs) unrivall'd reſt, 
No Monarch e'er was half ſo bleſt. 


CHLOE. 
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CH LO E. 
While I alone your Boſom warm'd, 
Nor Celia more than Chloe charm'd: - 
When I {till found thy honeſt Youth 
All eager Fondneſs, Love, and Truth: 
Thy Chloe was more truly bleſt, 
Was of ſincerer Joys poſſeſt, a 
Than ever fill d a Princeſs' Breaſt. 
POET. 
Soft Celia's Arts, and heav'nly Form 
Do, I confeſs, reſiſtleſs charm; 
That knows ſo well th' harmonious Sofig 
To warble on her tuneful Tongue. 
Had I a hundred Lives to give, 
A hundred times I'd ceaſe to live, 
So the dear Celia might ſurvive. 
CA. LO E. 
Me ſprightly Ther ſis now detains 


In Love's ſoft Bonds, and pleaſing Chains. 
5 | Whole 


Who! 
The 
Thirſ 
A the 
The 


What 


fe 


L 


Whoſe winning Arts and Mien inſpire - 


4 
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The coldeſt Heart with warmeſt Fire! 
Thirſis, for whom Id freely ea: Lo! 1 , 
A thouſand Worlds, cou'd I but ſave 

The dear dear Creature from the Grave. 
„ a 
What if thi extinguiſh'd Flame return, 
And I once more for Ch/oe burn? 

If I diſſolve fair Ce/ia's Chain, 

And only liye for thee Win! 1 

If Celia s Voice, and heav'nly Form 

No longer ſhall reſiſtleſs charm, 
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But you alone * Boſom warm? | 
e W- -, Þþ 
Tho he ſhow'd glitter, like a Star, | I 
| And you inconſtant be as Air; ; 
| Tho' Paſſions in your Breaſt ſhow a —_ f 
Fiercer than th Adriatic Main : 
| 8 By. | 


92 


By Venus Shrine I Wear, that I 
Venus avenje the Perjury!) 
With you wou'd with to Live, and Die! 


THE 


0 


DzsraiRiNG LoVER 
I nil dle 28 Ups 40g uh To þ 
A Thirſa the Swan. Bu 
| £ One Day on the Phin 
Was deſpairing of gaining his EO: Tis 
He was moaning, and Gighing, ou £27 nal NY The 
And at ſaſt fixt on dying By 
That Way all his Pains to remove. 


There- C 


Adebar. | »$3 | 
Therefore, wearied with, Ip 2} yo tad 


To a River he $0053 me ups os aankt 


. 


(Heavy guard us from thi dacdeancd Met) » 
But as he was ſwooning 
At Thoughts of his Drwyningg A ⁰⁰ 
| Young Cupid repair' d. to his . „ 9401 10 
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And is Phillis unkind, on rh 22Rold 307 
And falſe, as the Wind, 14 201 T 
8 Says the Godhead, and kill thee uh Seorn? ? 
Pr'ythee, Thir ſis, be thou 
To her ſcornful too, 
But drown for no Woman el er born. 
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That 5 for their Scern 4 be oi: 2 1 
Meet an equal Return, 05 if 1 
They grow moſt Oirefing and Kind. 
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Young Cupid was heard 10 2209093, 4 24 


By the Swain with Regard. | "Que 

Who now does no longer complain; | 

But bleſſes the Gd. 

That the Method had ſhow lk ON 
His troubleſom Lover to bin. . f 
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45 PARAPHRAS'D., 
> E HE Mortal, whoſe Aufpicious Birth 
L The Muſe regarded w with a gracious Eyes 


And al its ; empty Pageantry. | 
In vain fall th Iſthmian Game, . q 
Promiſe r exalt bim kigh in mee. 
f 
7 


And with her glorious Sons enrol his Ne | 
. G 3 In f 
h 1 


388 ſcullanebus Poenu, "86. 
| oo vain \ the 23 Chariot and os Bays 


Shall tempt him to th' Olympic Chace. 

In vain mall allyhe mining Charms, | 
And the long Glories of ſucceſsful Arms 

. Allure r hig to the duſty Field, 


The Sword and Martial pike 5 La” >, 


Nothing ſhall bend his ſtubborn Soul, 
Which, like A fler Larius Rock, ; 
Immoveable ſhall bear each boiſtrous Shock, 
And dare the furious Wave aves Loy roll. 
E3YQ 210) . 411 n. „ o 2 
The foft Receſſes of the WW 06d, 
And gentle Nara rings of the Flood 
His better Thoughts and Study claim: i 
Theſe Chal fiinortalize his Name. n 


© 
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| Supinely laid along. - Mir 
The Flow'ry Bank of Tilur's fertile Stream 
He'll form a Irie dong, 
(Tibur it ſelf may he the Theme) 
As ſhall be meritorious of Eternal Fame. 
I Fair Rome's fam d Sons, delighted with my Strains, 
Are pless d to jein me to the tuneful Throng: 
Fair Rome, bleſi City] that unrivall d reigns 
The darling Child of Fate and = ay'ns” 
By whom to her has long | | 
The Empire gf the World "Rey 
My Work is dang: I now - 0008 rh 
Above curſt Ey Injuries. 
In vain ſhe ſtrives to blaſt my e c 
Abd to ſuppreſs my growing F ame, 
. Thro' glitt ring Paths and Trafs I ow 
In Poetry new Worlds © explore. 
84 While 
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| While the malignant Crowd below 


Bark at me, as to Heav'n 1 go. 


_— 


Where I, receiv'd among the Gods, Th 
Quaff —_— in bright Abodes. As 


Sweet Goddeſs of all tuneful Things, 
Parent of Sounds, Celeſtial Muſe! 
From gracious Thee my Glory ſprings 3 

From Thee, O potent to infuſe 
Soft Muſick into filent Wood, 
And mute Inhab'tants of the Flood. 
Thee will I bleſs in grateful Lays,” 
The bounteous Source of all my Praiſe. 
If Tm diſtinguiſh'd by tie Crowd. 
Who gaze, admire, and ery alu 

When-e'er I paſs along: 0 


1 


« Tis he that wears the Roman Bays, 
* *Tis he that melting Numbers plays, 
6 And charms us with his Song; | d 
This 


18 


Miſtellaueoud Poems, Ae. 39 


This Benefit is juſtly due 
Great Goddeſs! unto you. 
Thee then, Great Goddeſs, I'll in Verſe 
As laſting as the Univerſe, _ | 
Around the World proclaim | 
The Author of my Life and Fame, 
And all that I now have, or am! 
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WW HO thirſts for Honours, when the Song 
tes 
How the fair Silvia in ſome Myrtle Grove, 


Diſſolving with Exceſs of Love, 
Her youthful Serephoy. waits? 


Our Thoughts are rufh'd thacker Ways 


We wonder how the Youth can ſtay, 
And let his Love complain: 


. | 
& 4 We 
* 


Le 


8 


- 


'The gentle S$;tvia's Pain- 
The Youth has now approach'd his Bliſs; 


| See! how the am rous Couple kiſs! 
Fair Silvias eas d of all her Pain: 


The racking Fit by this time's o'er, 
Ambition fires the Mind no more, 
We only with to be this Swain. 


Me ſoon, we think, ſhoyd eaſe, were we 
As happy and as bleſt as len. 
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2 LLI! charming Man! to Thee 
[ ſing the Pow'r of Harmony. 

From Harmony ( ſtupendous [run g 
This Univerſal World. 

When all Things in Confuſion hurl'd 
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An huge unweildy Maſs, 
And indigeſted Chaos Was, 
Until th' Almighty ſung. | 
The Song therattling Trumpet breaths around; 
Strait Nature wak ning at the Sound 
Forlakes her gloomy . 
And does to graceful Form advance. 
Then Wet, and Dry, and Cold, and Heat 
To their appointed Beds retreat. 


Then tow'ring Mountains riſe, the Plain fubſides, 


And undiſturbing theſe young Ocean rides, 
Being againſt the Shore his refluent Tides. 

From Muſick, Heav' nly Muſick, * 

Dis univer ſal Morid; : 

ben all Things in Confuſon burlt'd . 

An huge utrweildy Maſs, . 
| And indigeſted Chaos was, & 
Until th' Almighty ſing. | 
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| | A vo rot gud n“. 

Muſick, the Gift of Gods, controuls 
The rude Diſorders of cr Souls. ; 
How at the ſweet inchanting Sound 
Sad Melancholy ſinks away! 

In Muſick all our Cares are drown'd;.. 


And gilding Suns reſtore the ſmiling Day. 


The Mind returning Comfort finds, 
And throws her Sotrilivs to the Winds. 
What Paſſion will not Muſick gell! 


What Paſſion will not Muſick raiſe as well! 


Hark! how the Martial Trumpet ſounds! 


Gods! how the Youth raſh into Wounds, - 


Confuſion, Shrieks, Groans, Thunder, Fires, 


Smoak, Ballets, Blood, and Death! 
But now th enliv ning Sound expires 


In its lateſt; lateſt Breath. 


The 


And 


Whe 


8, 


If Elegiac Flate complains, 
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The ſober Drum Joes flowly beat, 1 
2 ein Retreat! from warlike Toild 1 retreat! 

Oh! Youthst where's how your Heat? 
The Trumpets cedfez no longer Glory charms, 
What Paſſions cannot Muſick quell! _ 
FW hat Paſſions willi not Muſick raiſe as well! 
When in ſadly-flowing Strains 


* 
D5 
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How languiſh we, and pine ay away! . 
What ſprightly Warmth again inſpires 


Our Souls, again revives, and fires, ' 
When ſharp and quick t the Violis play! f 

W bat, Taff lon cannot Muſic ck quell! * | g 
What Hall. on way not Muſick raiſe as well: ! 1 
But oh! when Foot. the e fucred Organ 8  Vaich, ; 
'The * 8 Voice ſo ey, yet ſo ſweet! c ; 


Rapt . 
,* 
1 . : 
i 


W Rapt up in Bliſs our Souls rejoice, © || | TA 
"And mount till they and Angels meet. 
Angels, that from th* Empyreal Sphere Thi 
Poſt with a longing eager Haſte 
To catch each charming Sound, and fear 
Each charming Sound will be the laſt. 
who i. 
Morelli! Hail! to Thee 'tis giv'n 
To lift us en the Organ s Voice to Heavn. H 
How well is ry tuneful Note NN 1s | 
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By thee to vary er wot 
Now brisk, now flow, eat 2801 if Of o 
Now high, now low 
K. 53 The Numbers flow. 
Now Violins, and F lutes we ſeem to heayy 
And now concerted Hautboys charm the Ear. 
Thus, ſweet Muſician, doſt thou ing, 


And — 175 New-born King. 50 | $ 
x. la 


Vans 


2 WU 5+ — * * 22 os J _— * = * N * 
n a K 2 it — a a= * - . + Sr . 188 N 2 ©, ”"Y nies 4 1 
* — a4 5 # + Fo i n Ada A 5 * . rr 0 ö "or R : ; * 4 þ _ = > —— - . 
- Ms — — 22 — > - n = * 4s » ” — 8 «<x , —" — * 9 _— _— * 444 : K. — * — - bo * „ * 2 9 . 5 — Fo =+ - 
vt PP A Vt 8 [ES 7 ar: +#5. 7" , #1} -- $84; 22 1 2282 2 it n 4 —— 83 4 rennen — * . _—_ — 1 — 8 — — — * EF 274 2 2 Þ — — 5 2 _ 7 3 $w% 
. c ' 2 * N 5 N I — . FFT Tx 
* 2 1 * 1 Y * * — 1 5 - G : „ = 
— ” — — — - * — ” ” ” - 3 —— _— — — —— - —— — y—= — 3 ** * * Wy * 4 4 
— - -— - —— * - . $4 * * — — — 2 we , = _ 


Miſcellanevus P oems, &c. 

* All Adoration be to JESUS paid, 

745 That's humbly in a Manger laid! 

/Thus „5 the Almighty Father greet, 
And 


97 


oft the ſacred Song repeat. 
| All Glory be 
* J GOD on high! 
Thus doſt thou greet 
The Holy Paraclete. [Peace, 
« Hail! Dove-like SPIRIT! Hail! rich in thy 
Thou thrice-bleſt gav'ſt to Human Race! 
Such and ſo charming Lays | 
Of old to Shepherds told th Almighty's Praiſe ; 
When Angels ſung the promis'd Saviour's Birth, 
And Peace to Men on Earth. 
So they tranſported Mortal Ears, 
\ And ſo rejoyc'd the 
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Written in the Year 1718. 


| [Eaſe, 
FE Albion's Iſles, th* Abode of Wealth and 


To thee I write, O lovelieſt of thy Race 
For ſuch thou art, with Charms reſiſtleſs crown'd, 
Born to ſtrike ev'ry Eye, each Heart to wound. 
In ͤ whom ſtrict Virtue is with Beauty join'd, 
Fair without Fault, without Reflection Kind! 
While 


le 


And count each Night the Conqueſts of the Day; 


Peace and calm Comfort; while thus torn from you! 


When I no more ſhall ſadly-penſive mourn ? 


N. feellaneous Poem, xc. 99 
= 
w bile you in Belgian Lands extend your Sway, f 


Plaintive and fad from Place to Place I rove, 
And try all Arts to ſooth the Cares of Love. 
But try. all Arts in vain: in vain putſue 


Bruſſels! ſweet Place! to me for ever dear! 
Will e'er the Months, the faireſt of the Year, 
Will e'er the happy Months again return, 


No more dejected hang my drooping Head, 
And weep the Wounds Belinda Eyes have made? 


Not ſuch the ben, when Morn, and Neun, and 
Fled in a Circle of profuſe Delight. [Night 
When Arm in Arm we wander'd in the Grove, 
And mingled Kiſſes with ſoft Tales of Love. 
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51 lay reclin'd beneath ſome fragrant Shade, 
T he fondeſt Lover with the rey Maid! 


But oh! the ſad Condition of our State! 
Perhaps thy Love's transform'd to deadly Hate. 
Perhaps I'm grown deteſted to thy Arms, 
While a curſt Rival revels in thy Charms; 

And rifles all thoſe Sweets thou oft haſt ſwore 
. Shou'd be alone thy Damon's balmy Store! 

But why ſhou'd I ſuch hateful Scenes diſplay, 
And my poor Heart to fancied Ills betray? 

I fill will think thee true, and ev'ry Charm 
Pure and unſullied, as an Angel's Form. 
So may, propitious to my Vows, once more 


Kind Heav'n Belinda to my Arms reſtore ! 


- | FUNERAL POEM, 


Sacred to the 
PIOUS MEMORY 


i Of the late 


Dr. PASTON 


— * — — 


Qui deſiderio ſit gudpr, aut modus 
Tam Chari Capitis? Hor. L. 1. Ode 24. 
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FUNERAL POEM,&c. | 
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Wo length my Sorrows have a Paſſage found 0 1 
My Words thus long | ? 
Have ſtill expir'd upon my fault ring Tongue, 
Andi in t: -—-1c Sound 
Efſay'd in vain to iſſue forth: [Birth . 
Grief, like a cruel Midwife, k kill'd them in their 
Grief for out deareſt Daphnis Fate, 
W ho had (fo ſwift he flew) 
Thro glitt ring Tracts our-ſhot our n 
Before we knew 
He had a Mind to take his F light: 
His Flight, thrice-happy, had it been more late. 
H 4 Daphnir, 
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Daphnis, dear Daphnis gane! Let ev'ry Muſe 
Por him their wätry Eyes unſluice: 

And o'er the ſenſeleſs Sacred Hearſe 
Pour forth a lawleſs Torrent of unbounded Tears, 
Complaining in the deepeſt Elegiac Verſe. 

In Verſe like that, when heretofore 
They did their Loſs in mighty * Pan deplore ; 
0 hen he too ſoon for us was call'd to Reſt, 
And Ne#ar'd Banquets of the Bleſt. 


Daphnis is gone! the Kind Compaſſionate 
Is fall'n a Sacrifice to cruel Fate! 
Daphnis is gone! where ſhall We find 
Another He amongſt Mankind? 
Another He's not left behind. 


| | 
So Condeſcending, Humble, Mild, and Good, 


Each Action ſpoke the Saint, each Word the Fa- 


YOu? ſhow'd. 


® Biſhop Smith. 30 Is | 


I 


a mM tot 23 
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Is Daphnis then for ever gone? 
Oh! killing Thought! will Nought retrieve 
T The Loſs, but muſt we ever grieve? 
Dear Daphnis is for ever gone, 
And we muſtever moan! | 
A. deeper yet, and yet a deeper Groan 
Let pompouſly reſound 
To all the neighb'ring Floods around. 
No Manes of a vulgar Dead | 
Command this Tribute to be paid, 
This watry Tribute of our Eyes; 
Tis Daphnis we lament : 
To him we owe theſe Obſequies. lent! 
To him, who ah! by Heav'n too ſhort a Time was 


In Daphnis we regret a Parent's Fall: 


be For he a Parent was to all. 


kh | With 
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Mifeellaneous Poems, &c. 
With what a lib'ral Hand and Heart 


Did he his Bleſſings {till to us impart? 


He gave in great Abundance of his Store, 


And let none, but himſelf, be poor. 1 


But now no longer can he give; *_ 
No longer our Neceſſities relieve. 
A lifeleſs Lump of Sacred Clay 
He lies within the ſilent Urn; 
And till che Great and Dreadful Day, 


Muſt never, never more return! | 


He in an early Age from worldly Noiſe | | 
Retir'd, t' attend the Spouſe” s ſofter Voice. 


When form'd for Nothing here below 
(Where all is empty Pageantry and Show) 


He ſtill, with an unwearied Eye, 


Look'd up to Heay' n, and endleſs Joys above, 


As Objects well deſerving of his Love, 


And aim'd at nothing leſs than Immortality. 


In vain 


Strive 


In vait 
A 
I 
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In vain the Ancient Honours of his Line 
Strive to withdraw him from his fix d Deſign: 
To tread the glitt ring Paths of Fame, 
And with freſh Stars adorn the Name. 
No! he by humbler, and leſs noify Ways, 
Shall add a Luſtre to his wondrous Race. 
A great Contempt of all, that here 
Below does great appear, 
Shall lift him to th Empyreat Sphere. 
plac d in a Globe of Chryſtal Light 
Shall he incircled ſhine with Rays, 
Which no corrading Ages Flight, 
Shall cer efface. 


X 4. 
= 


In vain the Gifts of Nature ſtrive to pleaſe, 
| And draw him after Pop'lar Praiſc. 
In vain the ſoft alluring Charms 


Of Fleſh and Blood oppoſe their pow rful Arms, 
wt 5 


| 
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To make him quit the Conqu'ring Field; 
Rooted in Chaſtity he will not yield. 

Nothing his ſtubborn Soul can bend, 4 

Which like a fixt Icarian Rock, Than 

That furious Winds combine to rend. 74 


Immoveable bears ev'ry boiſtrous Shock. 


From ſuch firm Steadfaſtneſs of Mind, 
The After-Man, © + Go, 
Early to rigid Piety inclin'd, - - -- 
His Virtuous Courſe began. 
The Future Edißce 
On chis ſound Baſis was to riſe. 
A Baſis which the Building wou'd ſuſtain, 
Maugre the rude Aſſaults of Tide and Wind, 
And dare the furious Main. 


> 


This Greatneſs of his Soul declar d, 
That no Aſcent of Virtue wou'd be hard. 
| Dur 
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» Tho'he had thro' each Virtue ran, 
Almoſt e'er he the Race began. 
But once ſet out he rather flew, 
Than run, ſo eager of each Good he grew 
| Nor wou'd he quit the pleaſing Chace, 
Till the Celeſtial Grace | 


Had kindly bleſt him with a ſtrict Embrace. 


Goddeſs Sing on, and now bleſt Daphnzs greet 
In Numbers, as his Virtues, ſweet. 
Bring, Youths, your Floral Honours bring 
To weave a Garland, while we ing. 
Deck you the much-lov'd Daphnis Hearſe 
With fragrant Flow'rs, as I with Verſe. . 
The Violet, Pink, and Roſes twine, 
And to the Roſe the Lilly join. 
His Purity the Lilly ſhows; 
His Modeſty the bluſhing Ro/e. © 


„ o 
110 


\ 
Aſiſcellantous Poems, &c. 
The Pint, that from an Ancient Root 
Is ſprung, will well his Garland ſuit ; 

That in his boaſted Riſe cou'd vie 


With Moſt for long Antiguity. 


He, tho' ſo well-deſcended, yet 
Was Humble, as the Violet. 


That ſtill (fuch Nature in it lies) 


Conccals its Glories from our Eyes, 


While underneath the verdant Bow'r 


Of it's own Leaves we find the Flow'r. 


So Daphnis ever ſtrove to fly 


The Glories of his Family : 
Has ever humble Paths purſued, » 


| Well-pleas'd to be Ob/tarely Good. 
Peck, Vouths, the much-lov'dDaphnis Hearſe 


5 
— a 


With fragrant Flow'rs, as with Verſe. 


8 G i fe n hu a $4 D 
But oh! imagine not my lowly Lays 
Are meant, Great Saint, to reach thy tow'ringPraiſe. 


(How 
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Hum. 
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(How vain the Thought!) Enough for me to prove 
By Tribute of a Song my laſting Love! 
For who your Charity alone in Fan 
As noble as the Subject, can rehearſe? 
That burnt for ever, like the Veſtal Flame, 
| Shewing that, kindled there, from Heav'n it came. 
To which bleſt Home it did each Moment tend, 
Yet wou'd to meaneſt Duties condeſcend. 
So Humble, tho' ſo Lofty too, that we 
As well might call it pure Humilicy. 
Thus Monarch Cedars to the Nether Skies 
Deſcend, as far as to the Stars they riſe. 
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On this de were * Vine bull 1 
F oundation ſure, that never Ruin felt. 


* In vain Temptation 8 boiſtrous Tempeſts roar: 


Humility ſtill breaks their dreaded Pow'r. 
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112 Miſcellaneous Poems, &c. 
Humility, and Prayr are near allied: 
What's humbly ask'd can never be denied. 
This Gift, e er Reaſon's radiant Beams had dawn d 
On infant Thee, O Pau, you obtain'd: 
Taught by a tender Parent's pious Care, 
That Heav'n was promis'd a Reward to Pray'r. 
But ſoon, on Heav'n with fond Devotion bent, ; 
You did a tender Parent's Care prevent. _ 
While both the Riſing, and the Falling Day 
Wond'red a Child ſo young ſo long cou'd pray. 
Hence ſoon you grew with ev'ry Grace endued : 
Yet you freſh Virtues earneſtly purſued. 
For, like a Miſer, fearing to be poor, 0 
You warmly pray'd inceſſantly for more, 
To add yet Something to the former Store. ( 
Nor pray'd in vain: Th Almighty cou'd deny 
No choice Perfection op'ning to your Eye. 


Nor 


nd 


ed: 


1 


Jor 


Miſcellanccus Poems, &. 1 13 
Nox ev n the promis d Hoon a- while deter: * 


Joo yell He knew the Strength of mighty Pray r. 


With Pray s on Pray: rs, of old like eee | 
| thrown, 


You'd ſcale the Sky, and es the CG hom n. 


Wou d ſome propitious Deity inſpire * 02 
My Breaſt, O Paſtor, with an equal n 
The Muſe ow d joyous then attempt to paint . 

In proper Colours ev Ty Ornament: | 

Each beguteous Virtue, t that adorn'd your Mind, 
And render d you the Glory of your Kind. 
But uninſpir d ſhe ſings: ſo muſt confess 
Her Inſufficiency, and o'er each Grace 
The Curtain draw, ſhe ſtrives i in vain t expreſs. 
As Skilful Painters caſt into a Shade "0 
The Beauties, they've without Succeſs e d. 
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This we can only ſay; you Heavn each Hour, | 
(Loaded with Merits, and for Heav" n mature) 


80 Smooth, o Sudtainly thou took'ſt Wy W 


Thy Soul, invited forth by God' s fill Voice, 2 


No Pain you ſuffer'd ; for you wanted none 


a 1 ade Mi \ CE 
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Expected, of the promis d Bliſs ſecure. 


Your Converſation long before was there, 


And all you waited Was, Tranſlating tothe Sphere. | 


And ſurely Thou T-21 ranſlated waſt 


Conſum d not by a lingering Decay, 
Now healthy, Now itianimated! Clay. 


Obey'd the gentle Whiſper, without Noiſe, 
And fled ſerenely to the long'd-for Joys. 
No Sign was giv n to bid thee to the F caſt; 
God knew thou always walt a ready Gueſt. 


To f purge the Droſs ; ; that long before was done: > 
If that may Dro /s be call'd you fare cou'd ſhun. 


1— 


He died ſuddenly. + Accurding to the Roman -Catholick Notion, 
No 
R. 


re. 


No other ſure had'ſt thou; thy only Sin 
Not Mortal was, but Mortal to have Neg. 
As ſuch thou Failings of inferiour Kind 
| Waſt forc d to bear; tho few of thoſe we « find 
Sofew, thou ſeem'd'ſt by Heav'ndeſign'd toſhow, 
How like the Angels Man cou'd live below. 
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Oh! Happy Soul! oh! from thy bright Abode, 


Where thou enjoy'ſt clear Viſion of thy God, 
(Tranſporting Viſion! Source of ev'ry Good, 
That to the glorified Elect has flow d, 

And will flow for Eternity) look down - 


On us below; on us, now Orphans grown. 
Survey our Miſeries; and from above 
Give us ſure Pledges of thy wonted Love. 


Give us, diſtracted Grief to moderate | 


For our hard Fortune, 1 in thy better: Fate. 7 
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Like Thet; to ſtem tempeſtuous Tide and w ind 
With 4 compos d Equality of Mind. 
Like Thee; Thôu Stet Example bf Mankind! 


Untitz 4bl6ipt in Seas of endleſs Bliſs, - 
We fig with Thee in tlitſe Harmonious Pakices. 


SD TY 
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My Task is done; nor You, Great Saint, refuſe 


his Humble OfPting of 4 OI . 


Alas! wha ma the, ——— _ | 


And 0 he pibtsRekas: An his PO 
May yt, denghted dit the Theme * © 
| My wel-meant Lay: 
Meant as ati TWilifice of my Love Nei 


To you below, and to the dum above. 
The Saint above! fo plehſing is thit gong 


With melting Muſick ſo it fills my Tongue; 
vai i ty 4 Such, 


Such 
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Mr ſcrltantous Poems, doe. 1 7 
Such Tranſports freth ch endenriug Subject ſpring, 
That had b-vieahr Hburs Fa Hüg 
To Mörtuls Things unksnewn. 
The Maſe deſeffes 
Whatisunheard by bir? Ear unfeen by others 
Wi WI! « Majefhe Pbthpos run (e; 
2”. Angels ever Fair, and Young, 


(Young as the blooming new-born Year, * 
And as the Purple Morning Fair) 
From Realms of inexhauſted Light came down, 
And poſted thro' the azure Sky, 
(So nimbiy and ſo quick they fly!) 
The arurs xy tow brighter grown, 
To meet the Saint aſeending to his Throne, 
That's now their F ellow-Citizen. 
Sing how they handed him along, 
How all the Wiy they taught and ſung, 
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Muſt die, muſt die, muſt die OA on my 
[Tongue. 
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Cou'd not ſuſtain to hear. 2 


But Im too narrowiy Köin d, =, 


* And now, and now muſt cloſe * Song: ** 
Wbatss leſt behalte (4 
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